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At first they seemed hardly aware of what had happened and were crouching terrified in their houses.
Then, first in rivulets, later in torrents, they began to pour into the streets. It became a carnival of flowers and colour, mounting steadily in excitement and gaiety as the day went on. American infantry filing wearily along the road had their helmets decked with roses; there were kisses, laughter and tears; crowds upon crowds; cheers upon cheersj flags sprouting everywhere; children swarming on the jeeps and guns; black-haired girls in bright summer frocks clambering into the jeeps.
We entered Rome by the Porta Maggiore, the crowds growing ever denser and more hysterical with relief and joy. Soon our pace was funereal, and our jeep could hardly force a way through. American G.I.s, with typical generosity, were showering the crowds with chewing-gum and cigarettes. Emotion ran a mad gamut from thankfulness and incontinent delight to diabolical hate.
In St. Peter's Square an enormous concourse estimated at 100,000 had gathered, summoned by the bells. The Pope, a tiny figure in white robes, moved out on to the balcony, made the sign of the Cross and offered thanks to God for the sparing of Rome. The murmuring crowd fell silent and in one impressive mass movement knelt, wave upon wave, in prayer. Escaped British prisoners of war, who had been harboured in the Vatican, chiefly by the Irish priests, mingled with the crowds, seeking eagerly for a few words with their countrymen in khaki.
Violent contrast was offered by the scene in the Piazza di Venezia, overlooked by the balcony from which Mussolini, synthetic Caesar, had raved and ranted. The gleaming white "wedding cake" of the Victor Emmanuel monument, a riot of rococo art, lifted in vulgar splendour above a seething mob. Our jeep was gradually brought to a standstill by the weight of admirers who clambered on to the bonnet, the trailer, or anywhere they could get a hand or foot-
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